
Tht Two Noble Kinfmtnl 

Should I tty death by duflons: I am mop’t, 

Food tooke I none thefe two daics. 

Sipt fomewater.I|havenotclofd mine eyes 
Save when tny lids fcowrd off their bine; ala-s 
Diflblue my life. Let not my fence unfectle 
Leaft I (hould drowne, or ttab,or hang my felfe, 

O ftate of Nature, faile together in me. 

Since thy beft props arc warpt.-So which way now ? 

T he bett way is,thc next way to a grave : 

Each errant ftep befide is torment. Loe 
The Moonc is down, the Cryckets chirpc,the Schreichowl 
Gallsinthe dawnc; all office* are done 
Save what I faile in: But the point is this 
An end,and that is all. Exit, 

Scaena 3 . Enter Arcitejvith Alette jrivjntl Files. 
%/ire. I (hould be necrc the place, hoa. Cofen V demon. 

Enter Falamoh, 

Pel. Arcite, 

Arc . The fame.-T have brought you foode and files, 
Gome forth and feate not, hcr’esno Thefesu. 

Pel, Nor none fo honeft tyircite. 

<tArc' That's no matter, 

Wee’l argue that hereafter: Come take courage. 

You (hall not dye thus beaftly,here Sir drinkc 
1 know you are faint, then ile talke further with you# 

Pal. Arcite.thou mightft now poyfon me# 

Arc. 1 might. 

But I muft fcare you firft : Sit downe,and good now 
No more of thefe vaine parlies; let us not 
Having our ancient reputation with us 
Make talke for Fooles,andCo wards, To your health, && 
Pal. Doe. 

Arc , Pray fit downe then, and let me entreate you 
By all the honefiy and honour in you. 

No mention of this woman, t’ will difturbe us, 

We (hall have time enough. , 

Pah Well Sir,lle pledge you, . , ( bI ° od ro f’ 

tArc f Diinke a good hearty diaught, it bjeeds g 0 ^ 


ThtTwotiobkKiflfmlih 4 & 

not you feele it thaw you l 
"Zj stay, He tell you after a draught or two more. 

/re* Sparc it not, the Duke has moreCuz.-Eate now, 

?jrc I am glad you have fo good a ftomacb* 
pel '. I am gladder I have fo good meate too’e. ; . 

Jrc.lst not mad lodging.here inthe wild woods Cofer. 
Pel. Yes,for then that have wilde Conferences. (1 lee, 
^rr.How tafts your vittails?your hunger needs no fawce 

1 tel. Not much* , , 

jut if it did, yours is too urt.fY>£etcCo[en?what is this? 

Art. Venifon. 
nl, Tis a lufty meate : 

r „, me m0rc wine : here Arcite to the wenches 
have known in our daie$.T he J.ord Steward* daughter* 
Hoe you remember her ? 

Jre. After you Cuz. 

Pal. She lov’d a black-haird man. 

Arc. She did fo; wellSir. . 

Pel. And I have heard feme call hi® Arctte, 

Arc. Out with’t faith, 

Pel, She met him in an Arbour 
What did (he there Guz?play o’th virginals i 
Art. Something (he did Sir, - 

Pel. Made her groane a moneth for t;ot a.Ot S*©£ 

Arc. The Matl hals Sift er, 

- Had her (hate too,asl remember Goien, 

Elfe there be tales abroade, you’l pledge her . 

Arc. A pretty broune wench t’is*Th«e wasa time 

When yone men went a hunting, and a wood, . 

j And a broade Beech: and thereby hangs a tale : heigh 
Pel. For £«*:7y,upon my life; Foole 
Away with this ftraind mirth; I fay againe 
■ That figh wasbreathd for £mily\ bafe Coiea, 

Dar’ft thou breake firft ? 

Are. you are wide. , , 

Pal. By heaven and earth, ther' s nothing iB thee n • 


• . -TO 

II I , 

WP-* 


if iili i 


r;lM ’ 

, 5Hi«B‘ / 


mm 




3m 


:: I If f 

;Jj #1 v 

■ ‘j . 


— I 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE TWO Noble Kinsman (STC 11075 ) LONDON, 1634 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Mai. 217 [g]) OctaVO 


